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F= ERE Poeſy --- O lend thy Aid Divine, 

No a: In all thy Elegance of Beauty ſhine 3 
y Charms, thy ſweeteſt Energy diſplay, 

Io lift the Verſe, and dignifie the Lay : 

Now in full Majeſty the Numbers raiſe, 

Thoſe daring Numbers, which attempt to praiſe, 


The growing Burthen of each Muſe's Song, 
Thee FRED RICA, Thee, the Glorious, and the 
| (Young, 
The blooming Ornament of diſtant Climes ; 
Our preſent Joy, the Hope of future Times; 
Whoſe early Progreſs in fair Virtue's Chace, 
Proves the Deſcendant of Great BRUNSIWICK's 
(Race: 
The PAaTRr1oT-Race, who have for Ages ſtood 
The firm Aſſertors of the Publick Good. 
How 


[4 ] 


How oft' has baffled Tyranny deplor'd 

The Injur'd reſcu'd, by their rightful Sword? 
Brave Chiefs! who making Liberty their Pride, 
Or liv'd Triumphant, or IIluſtrious dy'd. 


Such the Examples, FRED RICA, You purſue; 
Such the bright Kindred Glorys {till in View. 
But, to tranſcend the Fame of Worthies paſt, 
Hither, Young Prince, O! hither, ſwiftly haſte ; 
Ardent Behold, to full Perfection brought, 
Each Scheme of Glory forming in thy Thought. 


Since Great Examples ſet thy Soul on Fire, 
Come, come, brave Prince, and emulate thy Sire ; 


Come, prove the Wonders of the BRN UN SWICK 
Copy thy ParENTs, and be all Divine. [ Line, 


Tho Nations ſigh, and urge thy longer Stay, 
Come, come, brave Prince, nor brook the fond Delay ; 
The higheſt Honours that the World can boaſt, 
Wait Thee Impatient on thy BRITATIN's Coaſt: 
Haſte then in all thy Royalty to riſe 
At length, O! fatisfie our longing Fyes, 

Anxious for Thee, our panting Boſoms move 


With all the Fondneſs of thy Mor HER's Love. 


And 


EF 

And tho as QUEEN, no other Joy Suk knows 
Than that which gives the ſubject World Repoſe; 
How, as a MorhER, muſt her Soul rejoyce, 
To drink in the dear Muſick of thy Voice, 
To dwell tranſported on that darling F ace, 
To view Thee flouriſhing in every Grace. 
— Then come, young Prince, O! come, deſir'd of All, 
Thy Father, Mother, Brother, Siſters, call: 
Glory too calls, then come, brave Prince, away, 
See how thy BRITAIN celebrates the Day, 
Which ſmiling with diſtinguiſh'd Glory bright, 
Uſher'd thy wiſh'd-for Infancy to Light; 
But now in fuller Radiancy appears, 
As the great BixTu-Dar to thy Manly Years 
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